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The face of love 


Author's Notes: 
As you may know, English is not my native language so please forgive my spelling errors and let me know what 


you think about it! 


He rolls the needle between his fingers as if it's a candy cane.. and yeah, | melt. | love it when he does that. 


He knows how to make me go crazy. He knows my weaknesses, he knows I'm weak to that sexy smirk he puts 
on every time he bites his lower lip and fills the syringe with that sweet juice he always brings to me. 

| don't really love piercing my skin till my arm is a colander, but if he's the one doing that on me then that's 
fine. More than fine. That actually turns me on. Madly. 


"C'mon baby, fill me. | need it.. need ya" | whisper, breathing hot air out against his earlobe. Its not just a 
guttural growl coming out of my animal side, its a warning. The bulge in my pants is getting painful. It pokes 


against his arm as a friendly reminder of what he'll have to take care of next. 


For the moment, he holds my bare arm with a shaking grip, his hands preparing my vein and the needle as he 


bites his lip. He wants me, | can sense his desire. It's growing inside him along with the lust for cocaine. We've 
got pretty similar tastes, he just doesn't do heroin. That's my kink - his is shooting that shit up in my veins. 
And | fucking love that. Fucking love seeing him focused during the whole process while he tries to hold back 

from kissing me and stroking my hard-on, which is always pretty bold. Our faces are extremely close and | 


know what he wants, | can read his dirty thoughts. 


And that's when the needle becomes empty. | feel dizzy for a couple minutes, then stare at Lars with a wicked 


smile. He smiles back. 


"You okay?" he asks, a little bit unsure of my fisical conditions. 
"More than that" | reply lazily, with a raspy voice. "Help yourself" 


| can see a spark speed through those child brown eyes. Shyly, he pulls a little plastic bag out and places it on 
the floor where l'm lying now. He's sitting next to me, drinking to make sure once again he won't refrain at the 
last second. He tells me often he likes the social element of cocaine, but when we're alone, just me and him and 
no one else, | don't feel like he's completely relaxed. He's always a little tensed, partly on the back foot. We're 
friends and that's okay, but this is part of who Lars is. He's an outgoing, funny guy - still he doesn't want 
people to get too close him. | just think there's two ways to hide from everyone else's gaze: to actually hide or 
to showcase. Unluckily for him, Dave Mustaine is not "the people". And so he lies next to me and casts me a 


drunken glance. | roll on my bust till we're both facing a couple white line ready for us. 
"Cheers" | say, finally, lowering my face on the magic powder while a finger keeps my nostril closed. 


"Yup" he chirps happily, doing the same till both the inside and the outside of our noses are filled and covered 
with white dust so that we can burst into laughters looking at each other's face. 


You know, I'm not the classic romantic guy - not at all. Lars is. | know about drugs. | know about music. He 
knows about Valentine's Day presents and shit. | don't really know what love is supposed to look like nor to be. 
He's the one who takes care of all this stuff - | just nod, open my wallet and open my legs for good. He does 
the rest of the magic. 


There's only one thing I'm pretty sure of: this is what love feels like once its shot up my vein, straight to my 
pumping heart. 


